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It all came down to this: fhey were in pain. Hunger, 


weakness and mental anguish; ıayconbined for one simple, 


horrible sensation: pain. Their weakness came from the 
journey they had been forced Hato undertakfig, the hunger > 
they suffered stemmed from the conditions of that do), 
amd their emotional distress came from knowing that once 
they reached their destination, they were likely to die. 
These disconsolate men, women and children were the 
people of Judah. Nebuchadnezzar II, the king of the 
Babylonian Empire, had gone to great lengths to wrest 
control of the Jewish kingdom from the Egyptians. He had 


attacked Judah twice, each attack nine years apart. sagas > 
UAL 


law 
so far traveled for two long Bf es captors had hr, 
informed them that their destination was nearly reached. AS 
Once there, those that had not had the good fortune to die E 


| wen. 
along the way would face a lifetime of slavery and 


unhappiness. Their only hope was that they would live a 
| 


t 


short life. 
As they came to the top of the last ana uey felt they 

could climb, the saddened Jews were greeted with what would 

more than likely be the last awe-inspiring sight of their 

lives: the gate that opened to their sana) Sa their 

captor's haven. The Ishtar gate, the most spectacular of the 

eight gates into Babylon and/it lories, was truly a sight pea 

to behold. E was a masterwork of architecture enc eled - 


even those that were brought to Babylon to die/ The eyes of 





t 
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the wonder-filled Jews slowly moved up the massive 
Ma byte are tsa. 7 

structure, intoxicated TE beauty. The gate was covered 
mostly with blue-glazed tiles, some of which were 
embellished with paintings of bulls and dragons, both signs 
of Babylonian gods. The vault of the Ishtar gate was 
perfectly ie. and was encompassed by a band of color- 
glazed rosettes carved in brick. Atop the PS were 
leveled battlements, behind which stood the Babylonian 
guards that controlled the opening and closing of the city's 
main entryway. 

"Guards! It is your king! I have returned from our 
victory at Judah, and I bring with me exiles to serve us. 


páénezzaz, who 3% 


had directed his army in their atta ón the Jews, called to 


as a tall and imposing man, 


muscular in build and cruel in heart. He was known as a very 


Open the gates so that we may enter! "y Nebuc 






the men above. Nebuc 


ruthless man, and was feared in many cities and countries 
other than his own. This ruthlessness brought with it, 
however, great military success and impressive conquests. He 
was powerful. For these reasons, Nebuchadrezzar was the 
greatest of the Chaldean rulers, and he built Babylon into 
the greatest city the world had ever seen. 

After making sure that the man wad nat eS 
indeed the king, Arioch, the captain of Babylon's guards, 
gave the order to open the massive Ishtar gate. Arioch was a 
tall man with broad shoulders and an extremely agile and 


muscular body. He had fair skin for a Babylonian, but he 





more than made up for it with his handsomely cod face 

and impressive body. He ran his sinewy fingers through his 

dark brown hair and yelled down to Nebuchadnezzar, "Right 

away, Your Majesty. Thank the gods you have returned safely 34/ 
once agaid? 

As the gates began to open, Nebuchadnezzar turned to 
Sadem Jezbul, the commander of Babylon's army, "Instruct 
your men to take these Jews below to the dungeons. If any 
one of them causes any problems, kill four; they need to 
realize our authority over them as soon as possible. If 
there is any business you wish to take up with me, I plan to 
be in my palace within the city he said, "Do you have any 
questions?" 

"No, sir, I'll begin on this right away. Have a good 
night”) Sadem answered. 

"I look forward to seeing you at the wedding banquet 
for Ashpenaz tomorrow evening. You will be there?" 
Nebuchadnezzar asked Jezbul. 

"Of course, your majesty, I count the hourdY) Sadem 
answered sincerely, for Ashpenaz was a good friend of his 
also and Sadem was happy for him. 

At that, Nebuchadnezzar turned and walked like the 
royalty that he was toward the now open saray and into the 
wondrous city that he had built. He had gone not twenty 
paces before a very majestic golden chariot sped out of the 


city and stopped at his side. 





"Please, My Lord, allow me to transport you to your 
dest inationb/ the chariot driver requested. 

"Of course, poy] Nebuchadnezzar replied, as he 
stepped into the wheeled cart, "Proceed to my throne room at 
the gardend/) 

As the driver turned the horses around and the chariot 
sped off down the Processional Street, Sadem shook his head 
REN SIR, as he turned to address his men and the Jewish 
captives, he muttered to himself, "How long will it be, 
great Nebuchadrezzar, before the power of this once-dead 
city you have transformed, transforms you?" 

The Hanging Gardens of Babylon, as they were referred 
to throughout Babylonia and across the world, were indeed a 
sight to behold. Both in their architectural design and in 
their very conception, the gardens were perceived as 
wonders “and rightly so. The pyramid-shaped terraces were 
constructed atop a foundation twenty feet across and down, 
composed of brick, and were seventy-five feet above the 

Afaxth. Built into them was one of the two royal palaces 


Nebuchadrezzar had in Babylon. Over the terraces, there were 





planted lush and exotic greenery, ranging from beautiful, 
aromatic flowers to large, shady trees. Nebuchadrezzar had 
built the gardens because one of his wives, Amytis, missed 
horribly the rugged and plant-filled landscape of her 
homeland of Media¥ but they soon became a lattice for a 
great many people, a refuge from the burning sun and dry air 


that ruled Babylon's climate./Trees and shrubs surrounded 








the royal court, so as to offer a cool place of solitude for 
rr” 


the royal families; nowhere near the army of slaves that A 
worked in shifts, day and night, turning the gigantic 
capstan that controlled the unique watering system that kept 
the plants alive./ Their special system used buckets and 
chains to bring the water up from the river. The Hanging 
Gardens of Babylon were truly wonders. And it was from these 
resplendent gardens that Nebuchadrezzar stood that evening, 
on the eve of Ashpenaz's wedding banquet, overlooking his 
kingdom. 

As Nebuchadrezzar watched quietly, chariots slowly 
patrolled the massive wall around his city and scattered 
groups of people went about their business below. Babylon 
was quiet and peaceful that night but, at least for the 
great king, it was not to last. 

Amonen, one of Nebuchadrezzar's personal servants, 
entered the king's room and addressed him: "Your Majesty, 
there is a man here to see you. He is waiting outside your 
throne room." 

"Who would wish to talk to me at this hour?" The king 
asked authoritatively. 

Amonen answered his question, though nervously, "His 
name is Haman, he is from Persia." 

Nebuchadrezzar was furious, "A Persian! Bring him to 
the throne room immediately so my guards can remove his 


head!" 


Nebuchadrezzar left the balcony he had been observing 
Babylon from and walked angrily down the stairs that led to 
his grand throne room. As he approached his throne, adorned 
with gold and precious jewels, he called two of his personal 
guards over to him. "Amonen is bringing in to us a Persian 
spy. When he is brought forward, behead him." 

The two guards left their king's throne and walked 
briskly to the weapon room. Here they kept any special 
weapons, weapons they didn't usually use, such as battle 
axes. One guard grabbed the razor sharp battle axe, the 
other, a piece of sturdy rope to tie the condemned's hands. 
These weapons they added to the already impressive arsenal 
they held on their person: RE in a sheath at their 
side, three sheathed knives in strategically placed places 


£ 


and on their left side), and the spears that were strapped 4 


to their back. \/ 


Just as the guards were reentering the main chamber of 


(the bottom of their back, on the inside of their left leg, 


2 
the throne room, Amonen entered also, with two royal guards, J yy’ 
escorting Haman the Persian. As soon as Haman saw the great A 


Babylonian king, he shouted to him, "Nebuchadrezzar! I have 

a deal for you! Please Here me out!" Haman wae not a very a 
tall man, nor did he look particularly imposing, but was 
exceptionally agile and intelligent. He had dark brown hair 

and while his build was not one that seemed very strong, 

Haman had enough strength to do a great many admirable 


things. 


Nebuchadrezzar only ignored his request, however, 
saying only, "Haman, as I believe your name is, youg are a 
stranger in a land that does not welcome most strangers. You 
are one of those we do not welcome. Because of this, you 
will be put to death." And with that, he gave the signal to 
his guards to execute this unfortunate man. 

The two throne room guards walked slowly to Haman, the 
one with rope tying his hands behind his back and forcing 
him to his knees. The other set down the axe and laid out a 
thick cloth across the section of floor they would execute 
the Persian on. The guard standing at Haman's back then 
forced Haman's head down to rest on the cloth. At that point 
the executioner, having picked the axe up off the floor, 
checked the blade to be sure of it's sharpness, after which, 
he raised it to put the weapon to use. Then, just as the 
blade began moving downward, something happened: Haman 
whirled his body to the left (taking the guard holding him 
down by surprise and knocking him over) and kicked upward 
with all his might; his right foot knocking the battle axe 
away and his left connecting with the executioner's face 
Squarely in the jaw. There was a loud "crack" and the 
guard's head was turned sharply to the right; his crumpled 
body fell harshly to the floor. Haman's body hit the floor 
with a thud just as the other guard got up and was drawing 
out his spear. Seeing this, Haman reached and grabbed the 
battle axe at his side, then he jumped to his feet. Using 


this momentum and the strength of his surprisingly powerful 





upper body, he hurtled the battle axe at the guard (who had 
just drawn a bead on him and was about to let the spear 
fly). The doomed guard's last thought was that he could 
still throw the spear and receive the glory of killing this 
Persian. He didn't. 

As soon as this guard was dead, the two remaining 
guards drew their weapons: one his sword, the other his 
spear. The one with the spear threw it. Haman ducked, but it 
was not enough. The guard hadn't put quite enough power into 
the throw and it faltered. As a result, the spear made 
contact with Haman's unprotected shoulder; the blade went 
completely through, mangling the flesh and snapping his left 
shoulder. With that, the guards ran forward to finish Haman 
off; but he would not go quite so easily. He wrenched the 
spear from his shoulder, threw it to the floor and scrambled 
to the executioner's still body. The two remaining guards 
were nearly upon him when he drew out the knife from the 
executioner's left side sheath and hurled it at the guard 
with his sword drawn. The guard who had wounded Haman 
watched in horror as the knife struck his partner right 
between the eyes. He watched him fall to the ivory floor of 
the throne room and the blood pool about his head. When he 
finally came back to his senses and desperately turned his 
gaze back to the Persian, it was only to see him bring the 
executioner's sword down on him, ending his life. 

Letting the sword fall slowly out of his right hand, 


Haman then turned to Nebuchadrezzar and said to him, "I am 


well aware that you have guards too numerous and strong for 
me to handle; but please hear what I say before you have 
them kill me." 

Nebuchadrezzar thought about it for a few seconds, then 
said to Haman, "You are a Persian, therefore you should be 
put to death; but because you have dispersed four of my 
better men rather than let them put you to death, I will 
stay the execution to allow you to speak. However, if, at 
the end, I do not like what you speak, I will tie your arms 
and legs to four chariots and they will carry you back to 
Persia in quarters. Proceed." 

Haman began, "May the gods bless you, Nebuchadrezzar; 
now I beg of you to listen with an open mind. Last year, in 
the thirteenth month, our kingdom was invaded. Not by an 
army, but by one man. A man from your kingdom. Before I 
continue, I ask you, did you commission anyone to intrude 
upon our kingdom's security during last year's thirteenth 
month?" He paused, awaiting the king's reply. 

"No, I did not." Nebuchadnezzar answered. 

The Persian continued, "We thought not. Now, to 
continue, this man invaded the kingdom and, in the dead of 
night, with no provocation, killed sixteen of the royal 
guards outside the king's throne room. We came upon this man 
as he was mutilating the body of a still alive man. He 
escaped, but the man whose body he mutilated described the 
man's physical appearance to us before he died. He described 


him as a slender, muscular and tall man who walked with a 





slight limp. He also told us the man had what looked to be a 
scar on his right eyeball. 

"With this information, we approached military 
commanders and other people of importance within our kingdom 
to see if they had heard of or knew such a man. One of our 
commanders did. He gave us a name: Ashpenaz, a Babylonian. 
At that point, the king decided to send me here, to you, 
with the request that you hand this man over to us; to 
punish him as we see fit. Of course, I was not sent without 
bargaining material; but that is secondary, I am sure, to 
you. I have spoken." And Haman apprehensively closed his 
mouth, waiting for Nebuchadrezzar's response yet again. 

After an obviously thoughtful pause, Nebuchadrezzar 
lifted his eyes to rest on Haman and said, "This Ashpenaz 
you speak of is a good friend of mine, he is also a Babylon, 
which in and of itself makes his life more valuable than any 
Persian; but he has truly wronged your king by massacring 
such a number of his men without provocation or warning. 
Therefore, I ask you what you have to bargain with, for that 
will help me in my decision." 

Haman replied, "Nebuchadrezzar, what I have to bargain 
with is something I'm sure you will find hard to refuse. I 
have names. They are the names of the three men who shared 
with my king and his army many secrets of this city's 
defenses. The same secrets that enabled us to attack Babylon 
with considerable, but not ultimate, success several years 


ago." 


"So the rumors of treason were true. This helps your 
cause, Haman. I would ask you to leave my presence for a 
little while to allow me to consult with my advisors. I 
promise no harm will] come to you. Amonen, show Haman to my 
bed chambers near my garden balcony. I will send for you 
when I have made my decision, Haman. You are excused." 
Nebuchadrezzar fell silent then, until the two men had left 
the room. 

After Amonen and Haman had left his throne room, 
Nebuchadnezzar called to his throne the three royal advisors 
he favored in all complicated matters. They had been in 
their chambers in a corner of the throne room during the 
whole confrontation and one-on-one meeting between 
Nebuchadnezzar and Haman. When they were at his side, he 
explained the situation to him, though they already knew the 
details, and asked them to individually give their opinions. 
Each had a slightly different interpretation of what 
problems various courses of action presented, but all three 
of the men ultimately agreed that Nebuchadrezzar should give 
Ashpenaz up to the Persians and execute the three traitors 
very painfully. 

"For one thing", one advisor brought up, "Persia will 
very likely attack us if Ashpenaz is not handed over, and we 
really have no way of knowing if the traitors have given up 
more crucial military information recently. We need to 
reevaluate our defenses before we can resist any kind of 


attack from a powerful country." 


"Besides the fact", pointed out another, "that Ashpenaz 
is not very important to you, your majesty, or to Babylonia. 
He is expendable." 

"And wouldn't you love to get your hands on those 
sordid pigs that would betray their country's defenses to a 
rival kingdom?" Another piped in. 

They seemed to have convinced the powerful king. He was 
obviously struggling with himself, however. Finally, he 
spoke: 

"Ashpenaz and I have been the closest of friends since 
before I can recall. He is my most trusted advisor and is 
like a brother to me. But now, the city that I, and my 
father before me, revived and rebuilt from it's own ruins is 
in danger of being taken away from me because of the 
unexplainable actions of this same dear friend. I am forced 
to choose one. Either the friend whom I love, or the city 
that I also love. I hold in my hands the life of both. Which 
do I choose?" Here, Nebuchadrezzar stopped. He rose from his 
throne and began pacing around his grand throne room; over 
the corpses of his dead guards and the dried pools of their 
blood. Finally, he stopped. "Amonen!" He yelled. 

Amonen rushed into the throne room, "Yes Your Majesty". 

"Bring the Persian down. I have made my decision." He 
then turned to his advisors and said, "You are no longer 
needed, you are excused" 

As Amonen left and the advisors returned to their 


quarters, Nebuchadrezzar returned to his throne. When Haman 


was brought into the king's presence again, Nebuchadrezzar 
asked him, "Have these traitors given your king information 
of our defenses recently?" 

Haman didn't even flinch, "Yes, Nebuchadrezzar, they 
have kept us very current on your army." 

At that Nebuchadrezzar flew into a rage. "Give me the 
names of these asses! They will pay dearly for their 
deceit!" Then, the troubled king calmed himself and said 
softly, "I have thought about this long and hard. It all 
comes down to which I love more: my city...or my friend." 
Here Nebuchadrezzar paused once more, thinking scrupulously 
about what he was about to say. Then, he continued, "Take 
Ashpenaz. You are not to kill him until you are back in your 
country. Now, give me the names." 

Haman was pleased with this, but he wanted to make sure 
he had Nebuchadrezzar's word on this. "Thank-you 
Nebuchädrezzar, may the gods favor you for the rest of your 
days; now I do require, however, that you promise me that I 
will get back to Persia alive, and I also need to know where 
Ashpenaz can be found. These things I need to relay to the 
small battalion I have waiting for my word outside your 
walls." 

Nebuchadrezzar thought for another moment, then 
answered, "You have my word as the great ruler that I am 
that you and your forces will make the trip back to Persia 
with no interference from my military or any other that I 


have control over. As to where Ashpenaz can be found, I have 


no way of knowing that. I can tell you however that tomorrow 
evening, he is celebrating his wedding with a banquet for 
his family and friends. It will be held at in the area 
around the Etemenanki monument. If I were you, that is when 
I would seize him. Now, I have told you all you need to 
know, give the me the names of the traitors." 

Haman pulled from his blood-soaked cloak a scroll, once 
a light brown, now a unique shade of crimson. "The names 
written on this are those you seek. I thank you humbly for 
your cooperation." 

"I have given you what you want, I never want to see 
your face in Babylon after this affair. Leave." 

Amonen began to walk Haman out. "The Persian can find 
his own way out. I need you to do a few things for me." 
Nebuchadrezzar informed him, and after Haman had left, 
Nebuchadrezzar gave Amonen his instructions, "Take this", he 
said, handing him the scroll with the doomed men's names on 
it, “and give it to Arioch. Tell him to find these men and 
bring them to me personally and to bring with him three _ 
exceptional torturers. Then, go to Ashpenaz's home and tell 
him that I will be unable to attend his wedding banquet 
because of a personal matter I must attend to. Do you 
understand this?" 

Amonen acknowledged Nebuchadrezzar's request and set 
out to into the black night. As Amonen left the throne room, 
Nebuchadnezzar stood slowly and said to him, "Amonen; I wash 


my hands of this affair. The safety and security of my city 





